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We became acquainted with Thais through MICHA The Michael 
Chekhov Association, and were most enthusiastic about her desire 
to come be with us at the Michael Chekhov School in Hudson. The 
artistry of Thais was rare and unique in every sense. When she 
came to the school, to earn the money needed to pay the tuition, 
she went into the pizza baking business, making and selling 300 


pizzas. 


She was invited to make a record of her experience of the Chekhov 
work, and her articulation of it is exceptional. The ability to give 
words to a sensation is a gift. She gave voice to the intangibles she 
experienced as she turned into poetry the substance and content 


of the classes being taught. 


Fern Sloan & Ted Pugh 








Thais Loureiro was a Brazilian actor, teacher, director and, in every 


moment of her short life, an artist and poet. 


Born in Rio de Janeiro in 1990, Thais studied film at college and 
soon became deeply inspired by Michael Chekhov’s artistic legacy, 
as well as the philosophy of J.W. Goethe; both can be found folded 
deeply into The Metamorphosis of Artists. 


In 2012 we founded Michael Chekhov Brasil and together devel- 
oped teaching programs that continue to inspire actors to this day. 
Thais also put the Michael Chekhov work into stage practice with 
Grupo Assik, performing as Jessie in the play ‘night Mother (2015- 
2016) and directing the solo piece G/Z-9 (2019). 


Thais passed away in September 2019 after a sudden short illness. 


Hugo Moss 








For my masters and colleagues, with love. 








THE | 


in the beginning 

the will the 

crystalline listening 

the warm encounter 

between two worlds 

allows a perfect sun to 

flourish within the artist’s chest 
whence the first sigh of creation 
floods the space 


whispering this is who | am 


now 
this is who 
my | 


now 


[doubt and fear pretending 

not to be 

here but they are 

welcome 

just as the darkness has its 

half in the existence of 

blue yellow that 

only arise in the threshold between 
light and gloom 

the eye will always 

strive for totality and unity 

for it is the eyesight which contains 
the colors 

the | will always 

strive for totality and unity 


for its aim is the 
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harmonic interaction 

between the material and the ideal 
not one not the other 

both are precious fragments of my 


freedom] 


a deep breath yawns the body 


sO we can move on for 

there is no such a thing as stillness 
in a living body blood veins lungs 
opening up the path from 

inside out from outside 

in from inside out to the 

eternal becomingness 

which is a dawning 

yes 

the artist dawns herself 

in a growing fullness towards 
the invisible world or rather 


towards the becomingness of 
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bodiless people ideas dreams 


[that dance around while 
sometimes we are too busy 
wondering 

which readiness to wear 

for the occasion 

what if the one you carry here now 


is precisely the right one?] 


THE GOING OUT OF YOUR SELF 


trust your ex p a on Ss i oO n 


for the inspiration is 

out there 

elsewhere other than the 
familiar everyday being 


the metamorphic forces 
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wander 

waiting for the 
alchemists of the human body to 
receive 

the image 

listen to its direction 
surrender to the impulse so as to 
paint 

a huge gesture that says 
| want it 

and 

there you go 

drama finds its place 

in the echo in the space 
in the betweens even 

in 

the 

little 

deaths 

little 

births 
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that are 


the 


pauses 


who is it? 


it is the Universe should | let it in? 


THE ALLOWANCE 


the Universe wants to penetrate 
the artist’s body 

what if 

you make some room for it 

to occupy your inner corners 


what if 
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you let the space take care 

of you of your extra efforts 
what if 

you choose 

to be 

a channel between 

prophecy and phenomenon 

to be 

a crusader for early detection of 
unknown inner vibrations 

to be 

a reader a translator a messenger 
traveling from the intangible to 
the manifest world making 


one become another 
till one cannot tell who was born first 
till we can no longer distinguish the 


breath from the breather 


what if 
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it is 
already 
done 
once 
you say 


come in the door is open 


THE GIFT OF NOT-KNOWINGNESS 
to J. W. Goethe 


oh, did you hear that? 

a new organ just opened up 
within me 

I’m no longer separate 
from what | see 

the water is what navigates 


the moving body 


muscles bones skin are no longer a 
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boundary 

but a place in which | rest myself 
my Self is no longer a vague sense 
of something vague 

it is a reliable witness of the human 


experiences | engage with 


with 

a child-like curiosity 
| want to taste it 

to play with 

don’t explain just 
let me get dirty 
with random colors just 
let me 

dream 

dig 

dare 

free 

full 


fearless 
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for it is from the 

wildest 

faculties of mind 

from the occult knowledge of 
being and 

by becoming utterly familiar with 
surrounding images that 

we truly contact the 

hidden 

universal 

driving forces 

behind (inside?) 

the appearances 

yes 

sooner or later archetypal images 
will hunt the artist 

who is patient and curious enough 
to appreciate things that aren’t things 
yet 


forces that blossom quietly from 
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potential to action to 

the never-ceasing striving for 
transformation 

which is the key to the eternity 
of an inspired action 

action yes 

since players are 


actors not feelers not thinkers 


seekers 
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THE WE 


to our ensemble 


we share 
the air 
the space 
we color 


the atmosphere 
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we are 


the rhythm 


I’m sucha 

small plant still 

contracting in my little knot 
right before the 

expansion offered by the 
spring sun that | here 

share with the fellow seed-artists 
each one in a different stage of 
her his Proteus 

each one seeking 

her his own source 

of air for a pure spiritus 

to take place 

within what we are 


we are 


we 


are 
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- no one can say that for us 

to every other family we are a 
they 

and although each | speaks for its 
Self 

what a gift is togetherness 
you 

my companions 

are the objects on which | 
concentrate to find the 

paint that goes well 

with the space’s soul 

so as to fill all the 

hovering holes 

that open up whenever we 
lose our sense of oneness 

so don’t just 

touch me 

but 

contact 


that which cannot be voiced 
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teach me your energy 

my friend 

show me your | 

| will show you my Self that is 
invisible to the naked eye but 


you sure 


may 


can 


will 


see 
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THERE IS ALWAYS AN INVITATION 


to my future self 


[what would happen to us if we were aware of what is happening to us?] 


| hear | smell | see 
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particles of poetry flowing 
around the space while | move 
who created who 

| don’t know 

for the actor is both 


the artist and the work of art 


| see | want | feel 

little prompters flying around 
insistently poking my body 
whispering I’m here 

once in a while | 

waste my Self needlessly 

trying to keep under control 

the free independent beings that 

are images that are an offering 

from the space which ought to be the most 
faithful squire if | only allow myself 
to receive its tiny drops of inspiration 
and hear its soft voice mumbling 


words of artistic wisdom 
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such as 


gaze out, artist 

look at 

your fellow players 

what are you resisting? 

there is no way you could possibly 
be wrong 

gaze out, woman 

listen through 

the little supersensible ear 

that sits at the bottom of your chest 
and get out of your own way 

gaze out, child 

relinquish control 

make friends with your doubts 
enjoy the gift of the gesture 

you have it 

you own it 


you’ve earned it 
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so delight yourself in 

the wisdom of the body 

with its astonishing beauty 

gaze out, actor 

you are the trustee of someone else’s 
independent life feelings aims 

that need a body to persist 

so be it 

be brave enough to conceal yourself 
to reveal another being 

don’t take the artist’s sacred task 

for granted and keep seeking new paths 
don’t ask too many whys for the 

how is the mystery of art 

don’t be kept hostage to a vague sense 
of intuition and keep earning 


-day after day- what is already yours 
there is always a next level of 


imagination 


find it for yourself 
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then gently lift your eyes 
let the movement overflow 
through your courageous 


radiating 


gaze 
always 


out 


and walk out of it 


THE MAJOR TRIAD 


to my masters 


if you want to live in it 
find yourself a new quiet place to 
work 


for the intuition doesn’t yell 
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doesn’t howl doesn’t roar 
it hovers silently until 


you coax it into your world 


then find yourself 

masters who still 

perceive themselves 

as students 

as pupils of their own bodies 

as disciples of their own imagination 


as apprentices of their own sensitiveness 


yes they do exist such space such people yes they do 


there is this woman 

she’s been young for so many years 
now 

| wonder if her wonder at 

pretty much everything is 

what makes her so herself 


a fairy a woman a flower a flyer 
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she has wings with which 

she fills she feeds she sews 

the space between 

knowledge and not-knowingness 
merging both into the 

same doorway and 

when you recognize that 

she blossoms curious and playful 
in the field of curved lines 
finding her delicate uprightness her 
horizon her endless openness 

up there 

down there 


right here 

where 

there is this man 

who is the child and the 


father and the joker and the 


master 
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the man gently touches all the polarities 
that shape a real poet he 

reaches out and reaches into and 
simply reaches for the pleasure of it 
no tension no fear no demands just be 
here 

now 

the form of his full moving body is 
filled with such ease and 

it’s been a while maybe 

thousands of years that 

philosophers have struggled to find 

a perfect definition of beauty 

oh, if only they could see 

this man’s gestures 

inner outer both 


so beautiful 


while 


there is this other m- 
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magical creature 

which inhabits a human body 

he is more than one he 

guards many different 

voices 

each one of them illuminates 

my own inner quivers that are 

my own little versions of myself 
increasingly manifesting their urges 
who am | to stop them 

he would never stop them 
seeking-for-ness is his default quality 
of movement 

this one asks questions 

that one knows we'd better not 
answer them right away for 

this man advocates for the 
mysterious ways 

within 


the actor’s instrument 
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the three humble musketeers form 

a perfect triangle 

which | trust as the 

ground where | want to build a home 
the ground where I’ve already put some 
bricks of my own 

the firm foundation 

that supports the artist’s 

inspiration and 

alleviates 

her falls 

the foundation that 

holds so as to 


free whatever is tense 


free the Higher Ego from the 
strings of 

the lower self free 

the intuition from the 
boundaries 


of prejudice free 
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the actor 

- whose spirit’s seed remains 

in potentia if the soil isn’t well fed — 
from the boundaries of reason 

for reason has nothing to do with 
movement 

reason weighs reason explains 
reason understands what is 

fixed 

still 

done 

if a work of art is closer to the 
ideal world its aim is somehow 
divine and 

divinity has to do with living things 
it doesn’t stop since it never dies 
constantly under 

construction 

moving 

becoming 


what a piece of work is an artist 
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we are indeed. 
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